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See what the presence of a single capable and energetic man can do.    This army of recruits, which Moncey had not dared to lead  against the enemy, were set in motion by Lannes on the day of his arrival, and marched against the enemy with ardour.    We carne up with him on the following day, the 23rd, in front of Tudela, and after three hours' fighting the conquerors of Baylen were driven in, beaten, •completely  routed,   and  fled  headlong  towards   Saragossa, leaving  thousands of dead  on  the field.    We captured  a great many men, several colours, and all the artillery;   a complete victory.    During this affair I had a bullet through my sabretache.    Just at the outset I had had a lively quarrel with Labedoy£re over the following matter.      He had just bought a young and ill-broken horse, which at the sound of the  cannon reared  up   and   absolutely  refused  to   go   on. Labedoy&re leapt off in a rage, drew his sword, and hamstrung the unhappy horse, who fell all bleeding on the grass, dragging himself along on his forefeet.    I could not contain my indignation, and expressed it to him in strong terms; but Labedoy&re took it very ill, and we should have come to blows had we not been in the presence of the enemy.    The report of this incident got about in the staff, and Marshal Lannes, very angry, declared that he would not have Labe-doy&re any more among his aides-de-camp.    The latter, in despair, had seized his pistols to blow his brains out, when our friend de Viry pointed out to him that it would be more honourable to seek death in the ranks of the enemy than to inflict it on himself.    Just at that moment, de Viry, who was near the marshal, was ordered to  lead a cavalry regiment against the Spanish battery.    Lab6doyere joined the regiment as it was charging, and was one of the first to dash into the battery.    It was carried, and we saw de Viry and Lab6doy£re bringing back  a  gun which they  had taken together.    Neither of them was wounded, but Lab6doy£re had got a grapeshot through his busby, two inches from his head.    The marshal was much touched by this courageous act; all the more so, that, after having handed over the gun to  him, Labedoy&re was  getting  ready to hurl  himself a